LEGENDS

To WATCH the growth of a legend is a sad occupation.
It is not so much because legends deal with people and
things finished and done with; that they spring, as it
were, from amongst the bones of dead men. Flowers
(as I have seen myself) will do that too. That's all in
the order of nature, and both flowers and legends are
upon the whole decorative, which is all to the good.

I have nothing against a legend twining its tendrils
fancifully about the facts of history or the tables of
statistics (which can be fanciful too, though they can
never be made very decorative). They spring from
noble soil, they are a form of memory which we all like
to leave behind us, that lingers about the achievement
of men who have had their day and the vanished forms
of things which have served the needs of their time.

One could welcome that fine form of imaginative
recognition of the past with nothing worse than the
gentle melancholy which the passage of time brings in
its train if it were not disfigured by touches of fatuity
of which no legend is wholly free, because I suspect
that those who record its tales as picked out on the
lips of men are doing it in a spirit of love. And that is
only right and proper. But love is uncritical. It is
an enthusiastic state seeing romance in what may be
not true to the spirit of its subject, so to speak. And
thus the false which is often fatuous also creeps into a
worthy or even noble story.

Or even into a holy story. The Golden Legend itself,
The legend of saints and their miracles is an awful ex-
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